TWo spears of shinning silver unfold,
Well sharpened with steel handle to hold.
An edge to wound the wind and cut.
The steed swoops away swifter than light.

Upon his thigh gold hilted sword,

The blade with hue of twinkling rod,

The ivory horn sounds, booms thunderous sound

Either side of his horse, two hounds.

With rubbles pecked in the bone collar,
Hangs from rough ear to hard shoulder
A four cornered clot of purple hold,
An apple shaped gold in corner fold.

Steadily clinch them all on his shoes,
Upon his stirrups from knees to toes,
The courser thread tied firm and fast,
Unrisk in his long journey to last.

The reins he tightened, lashes his whip
The quadrupeds vie with wind in grip,
Crossing over plain, turfs and swards,
Jumping mounts and hills and mounts-

